CHAPTER III

That I might die in my early childhood was a thought which
frequently recurred to the mind of my Mother. She endeav-
oured, with a Roman fortitude, to face it without apprehen-
sion. Soon after I had completed my fifth year she had written
as follows in her secret journal:

Should we be called on to weep over the early grave of the dear
one whom now we are endeavouring to train for heaven, may we be
able to remember that we never ceased to pray for and watch over
him. It is easy, comparatively, to watch over an infant. Yet shall I be
sufficient for these things? I am not. But God is sufficient. In his
strength I have begun the warfare, in his strength I will persevere, and
I will faint not till either I myself or my little one is beyond the reach
of earthly solicitude.

That either she or I would be called away from earth, and
that our physical separation was at hand, seems to have been
always vaguely present in my Mother's dreams, as an obstinate
conviction to be carefully recognized and jealously guarded
against.

It was not, however, until the course of my seventh year
that the tragedy occurred, which altered the whole course of
our family existence. My Mother had hitherto seemed strong
and in good health; she had even made the remark to my
Father, that 'sorrow and pain, the badges of Christian dis-
cipleship', appeared to be withheld from her. On her birthday,
which was to be her last, she had written these ejaculations in
her locked diary:

Lord, forgive the sins of the past, and help me to be faithful in -
future! May this be a year of much blessing, a year of jubilee! May I
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